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LOVES LAST SERVICE. 

This beautiful picture tells its own story. Death 
has entered the peasant's home, and the baby, the 
pride and sunshine of the cottage, lies cold and 
silent. Its little playmates gather around their com- 
panion, and hang wreaths of flowers on the humble 
bier, while their hearts are filled with awe and won- 
der ; and the cottage, so poor and comfortless in all 
its appointments, is for the time the abode of glory 



The street leading to the "God's-acre" is crowded 
with people of all classes carrying wreaths and can- 
dles. Nothing more touchingly picturesque than the 
ceremonies of this evening can be imagined. The 
whole grave-yard is illuminated by the lighted can- 
dles placed upon the graves, and the slabs and crosses 
are hung with wreaths of all descriptions : rich hot- 
house flowers and wreaths of colored everlasting, in 
which some tender inscription is wrought with black 
immortelles among straw-color or white, adorn the 



covered with these memorials of the village sorrow, 
the fresh flowers in memory of the child who died 
but yesterday hanging side by side with the few 
withered stalks of the wreath of the grandmother, 
who passed away years before. It would be con- 
sidered the most heartless desecration to remove one 
of these wreaths. So long as a shred remains, they 
are allowed to hang in memory of the dead. 

The following touching little poem translated from 
the German, expresses sweetly the feeling which 




and beauty ; for an angel is there. Saved from the 
toil and drudgery of a life of poverty, the baby has 
been taken to a fairer home, and the flowers hung 
about its head are emblems of its future joy and peace. 

How much pathos and feeling there is in the 
wreaths with which the Germans decorate the burial- 
places of their dear ones ! Wandering through the 
country grave-yards of Germany, on almost every 
cross and monument may be seen a memorial wreath 
of everlasting, placed there by loving hands. 

On the night of All-Saints, the ceremony of decor- 
ating the graves is observed both by rich and poor. 



LOVE'S LAST SERVICE. — Rosenthal. 

graves of the rich, while other' graves' are decked 
with more humble offerings, simple flowers grown in 
the cottage window, or perhaps ivy-leaves, gathered 
from the crumbling walls of some ruin. Round 
among the graves may be seen groups of kneeling 
figures, their faces lighted up by the uncertain glim- 
mer of the candles, engaged in silent prayer. 

In some German villages it is the custom, oh the 
day of the funeral to take a wreath from the coffin, 
and hang it on the wall of the village church, around 
a small tablet inscribed with the name and age of the 
dead. In some rustic churches the walls are nearly 



prompts the memorial service illustrated in the artist's 
work : 

Thy pale cheeks, decked for the silent tomb, 

Soon like roses fair in Heaven will bloom, 

Where, like the angels in the sky, 

Thou wilt unfold thy wings and fly ; 

Ah, why so young must thou leave us here, 

So gentle wert thou, so kind and dear. 

The maiden speaks, with a hush in her breath ; 
Holy and solemn the house of death ; 
A flower is plucked from this earth of ours, 
Meekly she's decked for the grave with flowers; 
Ah, mother-heart, cease to weep and rue, 
For thy flower has blossomed in heaven anew. 



